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It's great to make your own prints 



And it's easy! Have the fun of seeing your pictures 
appear before your eyes. All you need is one of these 
Kodak Photolab Outfits. They give you everything 
you need to develop your film and make bright 
sparkling prints. See them at your Kodak dealer's. 





Kodacraff Photolab Outfit .- Gives 
you a film tank, chemicals, trays, 
printing frarui'iBasks, a supply 
of paper, accessories and a book 
of instruofions. Price $7.95. 



Kodacraft Advanced Photolab 
Outfit— offers the new Kodacraffc 
Printer, roll film tank, darkroom 
lamp and the other necessary 
equipment and accessories in the 
regular kit. Price, $13.50. 



Kodocraft Printing Kit— Everything you need to print high quality 
pictures from your negatives— trays, paper, printing frame, chemicals, 
accessories and complete instructions. Price, $4.50. 

Prices include Federal Tax and are subject to change without notice. 

EASTMAN KODAK COMPANY, ROCHESTER 4, N. Y. 
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lfcTOW, fellers and girls, let's pertend we're 
*™ all hunkered down around a blazing camp- 
fire, somewhcres out on the prairie. There's the 
sweet smell of wood smoke all around us and 
prairie dogs a-howling, mournful-like, up in the 
hills. And yore old Uncle Gabby is gonna tell 
to you the story about Wild Willie Winger, the 
meanest, dead-shootingest homhre that ever 
forked a cayuse. 

Wild Willie Winger wasn't his real name. 
Most likely, when he was a baby, his mama 
expected him to grow up to be something im- 
portant, like President of the United States or 
Foreman of the Bar Nothing Ranch, so she 
named him William or Wilbert or Wilberforce. 
But when he got to be an owthoot, he kept his 
last name secret like all those shameful var- 
mints do. 

Somebody hung that handle, "Winger," onto 
him from the way he could aim a gun. He could 
bring down a buzzard on the wing without ever 
taking his Colt away from his hip. He was 
probably the second-best shot in the West, and 
no doubt he'd have been the best if I wasn't 
there. 

Wild Willie Winger could have been a fa- 
mous man if he bad stayed on the right side 
of the law. He could've been a famous United 
States Marshal or something. And before I go 
any farther, let me give you kids a piece of 
advice that is better than solid gold: Stay out 
of jaill You can do that by always obeying the 
law, and you can take it from Gabby Hayes, a 
jail is a terrible place to be in. I was there once, 
and I know ! 

Here's how it came about. Slim Daggle, the 
sheriff of Rawhide, finally ketched Wild Willie 
after he had robbed the Eureka Mining Com- 
pany office. (I would have ketched him, myself, 
only I was busy at the time testing some onion 
soup that Aunt Hester had made by a new 
recipe.) 



Well, sir, they had the varmint, but they 
didn't have the loot. And Slim kept asking and 
asking Willie where he had cached the boodle 
from the Eureka Mining Company, but Willie 
just wouldn't tell him. nohow. That's when I 
got one of my brainy idees. 

"Slim," I said, "this hombre doesn't know 
me by sight. Why don't you put me in the cell 
with him? Make out like I'm a badman. I'll tell 
him I've got a lot of loot hid somewhere so 
he'll want to go pards with me. and then he'll 
tell me where his loot is hid!" 

The sheriff agreed that it might work. So 
he grabbed me by the collar and poked me in 
the ribs with his gun and hustled me toward 
the cell where Wild Willie was caged Up. And 
as he pushed me through the cell door. Bod' 
kins, his assistant, gave me a kick that tent IB* 
sprawling. Bodkins said after that he just did 
it for the sake of realism, but I got a notion 
Bodkins really enjoyed giving me that boot. Ht 
has always been jealous of me, but I reckon a 
man as great and famous as Gabby Haye* ht§ 
to expect a mite of jealousy here and there. 

Anyway, when I was alone in the cell with 
Wild Willie Winger, 1 told him I had a right 
smart bit of money stashed away in a good 
place. This was not a fib. I had it stashed in 
the National Bank of Rawhide.' 

My cellmate said. "I think you're full of hot 
air, you old coot!" 

I growled back, "Don't talk tough with me 
or I'll tear, you apart. You may be Wild Willie 
to some people, but to me you look like a 
Sweet William!" 

He jumped me then and grabbed at my throat. 
But I didn't holler for help. Besides, I couldn't 
on account of his thumb on my windpipe. After 
a second or two he let go and said, "Listen, 
Purple Face, don't ever call me that again, or 
I'll choke you to death. The only reason I doii't 
do it now is that the sheriff might raise a fuss 
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about having a corpse in his nice, clean cell. I 
hate to cause trouble for the sheriff." 

I didn't call him "Sweet William" again, but 
of course, I would have if I'd wanted to. 

We were in that cell together for quite a 
spell and all we got to eat was bread and water. 
I complained about it but Bodkins said, "You 
sidewinders are eating off the taxpayers. You're 
enough expense as it is. This is ail you get!" 
He kind of chuckled as he said it. 

But finally Aunt Hester heard I was in jail 
and she baked a cake and brought it herself. 
Well, even Bodkins couldn't stop Aunt Hester. 
She wanted me to have that cake and she 
brought it, and I got it. She sounded very sad 
when she spoke to me through the bars, saying 
she hoped I would mend my ways. and not be 
an outlaw again. First I thought it was a 
very good act and then it came to me all of 
a sudden. Hester wasn't in on the trick! She 
thought I really was a jailbird! i 

Of course, I couldn't explain to 'her and give 
the plan away. As soon as she was gone, I broke 
the cake in two and gave half of it to Wild 
Willie. I bit into my half hard. I was mighty 
hongryt And I dang near broke my jaw! I bit 
right smack, spang into a file that Aunt Hester 
had hid in my cake ! 

While I was still howling with pain, the cake 
and file fell to the floor. Wild Willie saw that 
file and his eyes lighted up. "Coot!" he ex- 
claimed, "you just got yourself a pard! As soon 
as it's dark, we'll go to work on the cell bars 
with that there file and we'll be out, of here 
before morning!" 

Friends, you know me. The last thing in the 
world I wanted was to help Wild Willie escape 
from the calaboose. But there wasn't anything 
1 could do to stop him without giving the 
whole thing away. And I still hadn't found out 
where he hid his boodle. 

So we took turns filing away at -those cell 
bars and, when we got them loose from the 
window, we sneaked out. We borrowed a cou= 
pie of horses and started heading for the foot= 
hills. Once when I looked back I thought I saw 
somebody following us, 'but I reckoned it was 
only wishful thinking. After we were well out 
of town, Willie said, "Coot, I've got to hand 
it to you. You got us out of that place. Now 
tell me where you've got your money hid and 



we'll get it and divvy it up the way parda 
should." 

"Oh, no!" I said. "I'm the one that got w 
out. You've got to tell me first where you've 
cached your loot." 

"I reckon that's fair," he said. He led the 
way up a narrow, stony trail to Suicide Rock. 
He dismounted. I did the same. He pulled a 
stone away from under Suicide Rock, saying, 
"I've got the stuff hid in here. I also have this I" 

As he spoke he whirled. I saw that he had 
got a gun out from his hiding place. It was 
pointed at me. "Now," he said, "you tell me 
where your loot is hid. And if you don't — well. 
I ain't called Winger for nothing!" 

Believe me. pards, I was in a real spotl I 
didn't have a gun so I couldn't fight hack. And 
if I told him my loot was hid in the Rawhide 
National Bank he would sure have plugged me. 
Wild Willie was not the type of hombre to 
take a joke. 

I was trying to think what to tell him, when 
there was a "Swoosh 1" and a "Splash I" and 
Winger let out a yell, dropped his guns, and 
began swabbing at his eyes with his hands. 

Of course. I was just as surprised by all this* 
as be was. But, being a man of action. I grabbed 
up his gun and had it trained on him by the 
time his eyes were cleared. And that's when 
Aunt Hester stepped into the scene. She was, 
as you could easily figure out. the only one 
who would know we'd break jail that night. 
She had watched and had followed us, She was 
bringing me a pail of onion soup. And when 
she saw Wild Willie pointing his gun at me. 
she stopped that whole pail of onion soup right 
into his eyes. 

THE EUREKA COMPANY gave a big 
reward for the capture of Wild Willie 
Winger and the recovery of the loot. I let Aunt 
Hester have the reward money. She made a 
big, fresh pot of onion soup and after a diet of 
bjwad and water— that was reward enough for 
met 

THE END 



Be ture to read the GABBY HAYES TALL 
TALE each month in GABBY HAYES 
WESTERN. 
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You Can Get GABBY HAYES WESTERN Each Month, By Mall 
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f a big, new book for 
MODEL BUILDERS 




Printed In U. 5. A. 



DAISY AIR RIFLE OWNERS CAN 
RECOME JUNIOR MEMBERS OF 
NATIONAL RIFLE ASSOCIATION 



It's here, BOYS and GIRLS — your copy of 
DAISY AIR HI PL KM AN — with the most exciting 
news in all air rifle history! This brightly 
colored, handy pocket hook tells how easy it is 
for air rifle owners to join the oldest, largest 
national sportsmen's iissuciatian in the United 
States— the internationally famous national 
rifle association of America— as an Active 
junior memrbr! Shows how you can 
wear the NRa Brassard, carry the nra Member- 
ship Card, own and enjoy the nra junior 

RIFLE HANDBOOK! DAISY AIR RIFLEMAN explains 
how you can qualify to earn six murks in a rv- hip 
medals, 6 brassards. 6 Lapel Pins and get 6 
Free Proficiency Diplomas! Also diagrams new 
15 foot Target Backstop, new official NRA Air 
Rifle Target Card — tells parents abi 
SUPERVISED training-shooting ] 

Send only 10( (coin), unused stamp, coupon 




SHOOT THE FAMOUS 1000 SHOT 
COWBOY CARBINE 

Own and shoot this husky, 

... red RYDER cowboy carbine! Looks, 
feels, handles like a real western saddle 
gun. RIFLE alone, only S5.50. Or buy 
Daisy's big Target Outfit containing: red 
RYDER CARBINE with 2-POWER MAGNIFY- 
ING scope mounted; bell ringing tar- 
get; TARGET CARDS; GENEROUS SUPPLY 
BULLS EYE BB's, MANUAL. COMPLETE SET 

in big carton, only 37.95. 




DAISY MANUFACTURING CO., DEPT. 1271, PLYMOUTH, MICH., U. S. f 



